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	1. A New Family

Nora and Mary Louise: A New Family

"No!" I screamed. "Please don't put me in there!"

"Oh, shut up!"

"Father, I am begging you," I pleaded as he dragged me towards the slaughterhouse.

Once we arrived, he pushed me inside. The next thing I knew, I was hanging upside down among all of the cows.

About four months ago, I had been cast out of my coven due to their finding out about my siphoning problem; therefore, my family found out as well. Every day since then, they have tortured me by hanging me with the dead cattle; sometimes, they even resorted to violence. I felt alone and abandoned; nobody seemed to care about my well-being anymore. My family despised me so much that they would rather torture me for the rest of my life than kill me and put me out of my misery.

They were not able to accept me so they began to hate me, and after a while, I started to hate myself, too. I didn't ask to be a siphoner; I was just born that way. Why couldn't they understand that? I was being punished for something I had no control over, and I couldn't fight back because they were all much stronger witches than I was.

One day, I was locked in the slaughterhouse. Although I was not hanging upside down this time, my family still put a spell on the slaughterhouse so I was unable to escape. They had gone into town to pick something up; I wasn't exactly sure what they were ever doing because they kept to themselves after their discovery about me.

About two hours after they locked me in the slaughterhouse, the smell of the dead cows permeating the air, I heard a loud noise at the front. I was nervous they were back and wanted to harm me, so I stayed far away from the door, hoping they would eventually just leave. However, after a minute or so, the door flew open, causing me to duck my head and hide my face with my arms. What was going on? Who did that?

Suddenly, I heard a soft, "Hello,"

I looked up and saw a man. He was skinny with brown hair and was wearing a suit. He seemed to be very proper and well-mannered, while also clearly being strong and powerful. I was unsure about how to feel in that moment.

"Who are you?" I asked, looking around to see if anyone else was behind him.

"Nobody else is with me," he reassured me. "My name is Malcolm. And what might your name be?"

"Mary Louise,"

"Mary Louise; what a beautiful name," he smiled. "May I call you Mary Lou?"

"Sure," I responded, still unsure of who he was exactly and why he was there. "Not to be rude, but why are you here? And how did you get through the door? There was a spell on it,"

"Well, I am a heretic; half-witch, half-vampire," I started to back away, feeling extremely nervous. "Oh, you don't have to fear. I am not going to hurt you. I want to help you. And as for the spell, they chose a weak one to use; I am very much capable of getting through many spells.

I was astounded: "What do you mean you are here to help me?"

"I mean exactly that,"

"How?" I asked, my interest in the matter becoming greater and greater.

"Come with me," he said.

"No. Wait. My family will have me beheaded if I run away. I can't leave here," I demanded.

"Come with me, Mary Lou. I will protect you from them. And if all goes well, you will never have to suffer like this ever again,"

I knew that going somewhere with a complete stranger was not the best idea, but nothing could have been worse than what my life was like already. And, anyway, I felt very comfortable around Malcolm; there was something calm and safe about him.

…...

After an hour of walking, I said, "Are we almost there? Where are we even going?"

"Don't worry. We will be there soon,"

About thirty minutes later, we arrived to the place he wanted to take me.

"We are here," he said.

"And where is 'here' exactly?" I asked, looking around nervously. I had never seen the place where we were before.

"Hello," a voice called from behind me. I jumped at the sudden sound of it, but the actual voice was very soft and relaxing. I turned around and saw a woman; she was also very skinny, but she had black hair and was wearing a dark blue dress. I quickly glanced at Malcolm to see if he knew who this person was.

He walked towards me and lifted his hand up toward the woman: "_This_ is Lily,". Then, he looked at the woman and lifted his hand up toward me: "And _this_ is Mary Louise, or Mary Lou, as I call her,"

I reached my hand out to shake hers, but, instead, she grabbed me and brought me in for a hug. I was not expecting it, so I didn't embrace her back. She let go of me and said, "I'm sorry. I'm just so happy you are here,"

"How do you know me?" I asked, confused as to what was happening.

She looked at Malcolm while she said, "We have all been watching you for the past couple of months. We know what you are and we accept you for that,"

I was shocked at the words that had just come out of her mouth. They accepted me? Wait, but how did they know what I was? And why were they watching me? I had so many questions and yet I didn't feel the need to ask many of them, so I just asked one: "_All_ of you? Are there more?"

"Why, yes, of course," she responded. She waved in the direction behind me, and, suddenly, four more people appeared.

First, Lily pointed to a man: "That is Julian". Then, she pointed to another man: "That is Beau,". Then, to another man: "That is Oscar". Then, she pointed to a woman: "That is Valerie". Lastly, she pointed to the other woman: "And that is Nora,"

I found myself staring at Nora for a little longer than I did the others—she was stunningly beautiful dressed in a black dress with beautiful curly brown hair—but I quickly turned my head back to Lily.

"Who are all of you? Are you one big family? And what do you want with me?"


	2. Something's Wrong

Nora and Mary Louise: Something's Wrong

Lily and the rest of them brought me into a large and beautiful brick house; they said they have been living there for the past two years. They told me that they had been watching me for that long as well, which was a little off-putting to me at first. However, once they told me their stories, all of my doubts and unsureness about them faded. I listened to their stories and was intrigued by their history. Julian said that after he and Lily met and fell in love, they started traveling the world together. First, they went to Europe, and that's how they found Malcolm. Malcolm was a siphoner and was banished by his coven, just like I was. His family disowned him, but Lily found out about him. She took pity on him and accepted his siphoning abilities, leading her to adopt him into her family. After that, Lily and Julian decided to move from city to city looking to find people to add to their family. Next was Beau. One night, they were going out to see a show, and they ended up discovering him. His amazing opera voice attracted them to him, and they started a friendship. After a couple of months, they found out that he, too, was a siphoner and was banished by his coven and family. They asked him to join their family, and he accepted without any reluctance or hesitation. Oscar and Valerie were both two years after that. Lily and Julian started searching for siphoners, not just any person, to add to their family because they wanted to help siphoners who were cast out by their coven and needed a family. They eventually found Valerie and were successful in getting her to join their growing family, and the same with Oscar a little after that. Hearing all of their stories finally made me think, without a doubt, that I could be part of their family. Each of Lily and Julian's adopted members had very similar backgrounds to mine. I felt more at home and more safe than I had felt in a long, long time.

I looked around at all of them, thinking that I was looking at my new family for the first time, when suddenly I noticed Nora sitting to the side, her head bent down.

"Nora? That's your name, right?"

"Yes," she replied, as she lifted her head and looked at me.

"What's _your_ story?"

"She's our newest member," Malcolm stated.

When he said that she hadn't been part of their family for very long, I got excited. I wanted to discuss what the transition was like with someone; from a witch to a heretic. Although I was excited about the idea of becoming stronger and moving on with my life, especially while not alone, I was also a little nervous about how I would handle everything once it actually all happened. There was no better way of getting to know these things than from their newest member.

"Would it be alright if I asked you some questions; in private?"

"Sure," she said with a smile on her face. "Come this way,"

She took me upstairs to one of the rooms. I sat down in a chair while she sat down on the bed, across from me.

"So, what would you like to ask me,"

"Well, since you are the newest member, I thought it would be most logical to ask _you_ these things,". She nodded, urging me to go on. "What was the transition like? Was it difficult to be brought into a new family and to become half-vampire?"

She laughed a little as she looked down at the floor: "I guess we're getting right to it, then,"

We both laughed for a couple seconds, but then she began to tell me her own story: "I had the best relationship with my family, especially my mother. We were inseparable; we did everything together and I told her everything. One day, I told her that I had discovered that something was wrong with me as I had taken someone's powers just by touching them. Back then, I didn't know how to control it, obviously. Anyway, my mother turned her back on me, and she and the rest of my family eventually tried to kill me. Malcolm ended up finding me and didn't let them succeed; he saved my life, and then introduced me to Lily. She became my new mother figure when I needed one the most. At first, I was unsure about how I felt with replacing my own mother, even though she tried to kill me, but once Lily turned me into a vampire, making me a heretic, and I felt the most powerful I had ever felt before, I came to love my new life. I realized that I was starting over and my past life was just that; the past. So, to answer your question, it wasn't a hard transition for me in the vampire aspect of it, but the family transition was a little rough in the beginning, even though I accepted it fully later on,"

I was so inspired by Nora's story and her strength to overcome the horrible things her family did to her. I felt connected to her because she was abused just like I was, whereas the rest of the heretics were only disowned by their family, not that that is something to be taken lightly.

"Wow. I'm so sorry for what happened to you, but I can see you have clearly moved on from that now,"

"Yes, I have," she smiled. "You know, we are very much alike. All of us have been watching you for years, and our stories are not too different. I know you were close with your father before he started hanging you with the cows, just like I was close with my mother before she started abusing me and eventually trying to kill me. I think that if you choose to join our family, we will be the best of friends,"

I couldn't help but smile. There was something about Nora's presence that made me happy and relaxed.

"Well. You've convinced me! I would love to become part of this family,"

"Yay!" she screamed with joy. She ran over to me and brought me into a tight embrace; my hands wrapped around her waist and squeezed tight as I realized that I now had people in my life who accepted me completely for who I was. I was so ecstatic and thankful to finally be in this situation.

After our conversation, Nora brought me back downstairs and spread the news: "Everyone! I have great news! Mary Louise wants to join our family!"

Everyone got up from their seats and came over to me to hug me; they couldn't have been happier with my decision.

….

It had been six months since I chose to start a new life with Lily and the rest of them. We had moved to a different city far from my home so that I would not run into my old family. I had grown to love them like my own flesh and blood. Becoming a vampire was difficult for me at first because I had to get used to the unquenchable thirst for blood, but with the help of everyone, I was able to control it more so that we could be in public without me feeling the need to drain someone of their blood. However, every night we would go out and find people to feed on; I became more confident, more powerful, and probably a little more brutal because of my new lifestyle.

I grew to be close with everyone, but probably the most with Nora. I was able to be completely myself around her without judgement—most of the time. Of course, we got into some fights, but that happens to anyone someone becomes close to. Regardless, we always made up after our petty arguments; we became best friends and were inseparable. We began to do everything together and told each other everything; if either of us were sad, we cried on the other's shoulder, and if either of us were happy, we told the other one straight away. We knew that we always had each other's back no matter what.

One day, I woke up and found Nora pacing around my room.

"Nora? What are you doing in here?" I asked. It seemed like she didn't hear me as she just kept pacing, so I repeated myself. Nothing.

I got up from my bed and stopped her in her tracks. She looked up at me, almost surprised I was there even though it was _my_ room.

I grabbed her shoulders and said, "Nora! Are you okay? Why are you in here?"

"Oh—I—I just—have something to tell you,"

"Is it bad news?"

"No. No. It's—it's—good news—I mean—yeah—good news, I guess,"

"Alright," I said in a confused tone. "What's up?"

"Well, you know Adam?"

"The vampire that we befriended like two months ago? Yeah, I know him,"

She looked at me with devilish eyes; she clearly didn't appreciate my sarcasm in that moment. Something was going on but I had no clue what could be making her so nervous.

"Well, he kissed me last night after you left to come back here,"

She looked away from me and started to walk from the bed to the window on the other side of the room.

"Oh," I responded. "Well—that's—um—that's great!"

She quickly turned her head to face me: "It—it is?" she questioned.

"Sure it is! I mean—you guys would make a very cute couple," I said as I made myself smile.

"You think so?" she started to walk towards me again.

"Yes. Why? Are you not fond of him?"

"What? No—I mean, yes. Yes—I am fond of him,"

"Alright, then. Why are you so nervous?"

"Oh, I don't know. I just thought—"

I looked at her, tilting my head to express confusion.

"Never-mind. I don't know what I was thinking," she replied. She stared at me for a couple of seconds and then disappeared from my room.

After she left, I quickly let my smile fade from my face; who knew fake smiling would hurt your face that much. I sat down on my bed and reflected on the conversation I had just had with Nora. Why did I feel so upset when I heard about that kiss? And why did my heart hurt when Nora said that she was fond of Adam? She was my family—my friend—my best friend—and I should have been happy for her when she told me about her night, but I just couldn't get myself to feel that way. Maybe I was scared of losing her. If she and Adam began dating, then we wouldn't spend as much time together as we did before. I would miss staying up all night and having long talks with her. Yes. That had to be the reason. I didn't want to lose my friend. That was it.

….

That afternoon, I tried to find Nora, but she wasn't in the house and I couldn't find her in town. I gave up after a couple of hours of searching and went back to the house. When I got back, I found Malcolm sitting on the couch.

"Malcolm. May I speak with you?"

"Why of course, Mary Lou. Take a seat,"

I sat down on the chair opposite of him. I needed to let out my feelings to someone because Nora was nowhere to be found. I told Malcolm the whole situation and explained my concerns.

He started to laugh: "Why are you laughing?"

"Oh, it's nothing," he continued his laughter, trying to stop but not succeeding.

"Oh, come on. Let it out,"

"It's just—come on. You know,"

"Know what?"

"That's not the real reason you are upset, Mary Louise. You care for Nora,"

"Of course I care for Nora," I replied, unsure of what he was trying to get across.

"No. I mean _care_ for her. As in _more than friends,_"

What was Malcolm talking about? Nora and I were extremely close, but we weren't _that _close. Right? Anyway, it didn't matter. That was forbidden in our society and I would never feel that way about a girl.

"Malcolm, no. You are mistaken. I do not feel that way about Nora. We are just friends and that is all we will ever be!"

"Are you trying to convince me or yourself?"

I looked at him, trying to come up with a response. Finally I said, "That's ridiculous. Nice joke,"

Then, suddenly, I heard a door upstairs slam.

"Did you hear that? Is someone else home?" I asked.

"Yes, I heard that, but I didn't think anyone else was home,"

I went upstairs and saw that it had been Nora's door that was slammed shut. I hadn't even heard her walk in.

I knocked on her door and said, "Nora? Are you alright?"

"Yes," she said in a shaky voice. I could tell she was speaking through some tears.

"Nora. Let me in,"

She opened up the door for me and backed away.

"Did I do something?"

"No. I just overheard your conversation with Malcolm,"

"Oh, right. I was trying to find you earlier but I didn't know where you went. I was going to explain to you how I felt about what you told me this morning,"

"Yeah, well. I heard. So don't worry about it,"

"What does _that_ mean? Why are you acting in an unpleasant manner?"

"Because I heard what you said!"

Which part was she upset over hearing? The part about me maybe wanting to be more than friends? No. I made myself believe that she missed that part when running upstairs. And anyway I didn't feel that way, so it didn't matter.

"And by the way, I was with Adam. I'm going to tell him that I've made my decision and that we are officially dating,"

I started to make myself smile, but then I realized that she was being a tad bitter. So, I nodded and left her room. I heard the door close shut behind me, and I entered my own room down the hall. I wondered to myself: What just happened? What did I say to make her be so angry at me? Will her and Adam's relationship cause us to grow apart? All I wanted was for Nora and I to continue to be close, but something had gotten in the way of that, and even though I had no idea what that something was, I sure as hell was going to figure it out.


	3. A Revelation

Nora and Mary Louise: A Revelation

It had been a couple of days since Nora and I had an argument—no, no an argument—a discussion. I tried to give her some space, but it wasn't easy; I had been used to being around her 24/7 for six months. Once Sunday came around, I finally had an excuse to talk to her; every Sunday we would walk to the park and sit down, enjoying the fresh air and each other's company. It had become our little tradition.

"Nora?" I knocked on her door, but didn't hear a response. "Nora! Are you there? It's Sunday, remember?" A minute passed by: "Hello?"

I realized that she wasn't present in her room. But when had she left? And why hadn't she told me? We always told each other everything; where we were going, what we were feeling, what we were going to do. But I guess for the past couple of days, she had been going places and doing things and hadn't told me then, either. But why did it seem so hurtful _now_? Maybe because she was blowing off something special to me—to us; or so I thought.

I decided to find Nora; I wasn't going to let something small get in the way of our routine. I went into town and began a search. I went to all of her favorite places; they were all mostly clothing stores because she loved to dress up and try things on. She was nowhere to be found. Then, after an hour, it came to me. She _must_ be with Adam. When I thought of them hanging out together, I began to feel a tad jealous. That must have been where she was for the past couple of days; he had taken her away from me.

I walked over to Adam's house; it was right outside town, so it only took me ten minutes to get there. When I arrived, I could smell Nora; her scent was easily detectable because I had been around her every day—every second—for the past six months.

"Nora!" I screamed from outside. I knew she would hear me.

Suddenly, I heard footsteps come close to the door. After a couple of long seconds, the door started to open. I saw Nora's face peek out from the inside.

"What are you doing here?" she asked in a whisper.

"Why are you whispering?"

"Oh. I'm—I'm not," she began to raise her voice as if she was beginning to get mad. I brushed it off.

"Alright. Anyway. It's Sunday. Did you forget?"

Her gaze wandered from my face to the ground: "I—um—I didn't forget. I just don't think it's important that we go every weekend,"

"Not important?"

She looked a little scared by my reaction, like an innocent lamb. Then, as if she turned a switch, she suddenly became aggressive and forceful in tone.

"No, alright? It is not important! Nothing we do is important anymore! Now just leave! I want to spend time with Adam, and only Adam,"

My expression of confusion turned into an expression of anger. Nothing we did was important? Did our friendship mean nothing to her? Had our long talks meant nothing to her? I was furious. I stormed off back to the house while Nora stayed there with Adam.

Once I got back to the house, I sat on my bed and thought about what just happened. This was, in fact, an argument and not a discussion. That was our first real fight. Either Nora was extremely upset with me for some unknown reason, or she was too obsessed with Adam to care about me and my feelings. Either way, she discarded our relationship as if it was never significant to her. Would I even be able to forgive her? I laid back on my bed, my head tucked into the pillow; I drifted off to sleep as I thought about what the future would bring now that I knew Nora not being part of it was a big possibility.

…

It had been a month since—the incident. I had started to believe that things would never go back to the way they once were. It was never easy for me to make new friends as my personality often overwhelmed people; I could be a tad bit bitter, sarcastic and moody which was sometimes too much for people to handle. But, after Nora stopped spending time with me, I made an effort to move on. I had to start doing _something _in order to get her and our friendship out of my head; I didn't want to be miserable forever. So, I went out into town almost every night, running into new people every time. I didn't really get along with any of the girls—maybe they were intimidated by me—but I _was _able to make friends with the guys.

William, one of my closest new friends, was the funniest and most trustworthy person I knew. I had told him all about my history, and whenever I started to think about Nora and our fight, he would be the one to cheer me up. We always had a blast together. One night, he asked me out to drinks. Throughout the entire evening, we laughed, joked around, talked about serious things, and drank, of course.

I was in the middle of telling one of my horrible jokes when, all of a sudden, he asked, "Would you like to—go out with me?"

I began to laugh: "Isn't that what we are doing now?"

He smiled back at me and replied with, "No. That's not what I mean. What I _meant _to say was: would you like to _date_ me?"

My smile faded as I was in shock. I had no idea our friendship had progressed in that direction.

He saw my facial expression and said, "I mean, you can say no. Our friendship is special to me, so I wouldn't want to risk that,"

He looked away shyly and continued: "But if you _did_ want to, then I would treat you like the queen you deserve to be treated as,"

I started to blush. I wasn't going to stop him from complimenting me; I liked it, in fact.

Finally, I cut in: "William,"

I was going to reject his proposal, but once his eyes lifted up and met mine, there was something about that moment that made me say, "Yes. Yes, of course,"

He gave me the biggest smile I had ever seen; his smile was always contagious, so I smiled right back at him. He got up from his seat, took my hands and lifted me up from my seat as well, and brought me in for a hug. He was always so thoughtful in his decisions. He could have tried to kiss me or he could have done nothing, but, instead, he embraced me.

…

For the next two months, I had spent every day with William and had enjoyed every second of it. He was one of the sweetest and gentlest people I had ever met; I felt so lucky to be so close to him. One night, after coming back from our date, he leaned in for a kiss. At first, I pulled away, making him embarrassed and causing him to look away. However, once I did that, I realized that I had nothing to lose by kissing him. Thus, I grabbed his face with my hands, and whilst cupping his cheeks with my hands, I brought him in for a kiss. His lips were so soft. When we pulled away, he had a smile on his face. He then kissed me on my cheek and bid me a goodnight.

William was such an amazing guy. He had so many qualities that I loved, but something didn't seem right. When we kissed, it was nice. But there was no spark for me. There was something missing, but I couldn't even comprehend what it could be because he seemed so perfect.

As I walked into the house, I could hear someone crying. It was Nora. I walked into the kitchen and saw her sitting at the table, her hands covering her face. We had said "hi" to each other in passing, but we hadn't _really_ spoken in a long time. However, it still hurt me to see her upset.

I placed my hand on her back as I said, "Nora? Are you alright? Where is everyone"

She flinched when she felt my touch, so I pulled my hand away quickly. I turned my face the other way, feeling awkward about being near her.

She took her hands away from her face and turned to me: "They're all out. And I'm fine,"

"You are clearly not fine, Nora. I know we haven't spoken lately, but you know that you can always talk to me,"

"Adam broke up with me," she said, fighting her tears back.

I sat down in the chair next to her. I took her hands and placed them in mine: "Well, he's stupid. That coward is missing out on something great,"

She smiled at me with kind eyes, something I hadn't seen in a while from her.

"I'm sorry!" she cried out.

"For what? You have the right to be upset; Adam hurt you!"

"No, no. I'm sorry for what happened with _us_,"

I looked away, unsure of what to say in response.

"I just—"

"No," I said, cutting her off. I didn't want to hear any excuse of she did was horrible; she didn't even tell me what I did wrong, and then she just ignored me. "You know, you can't just apologize four months later and think that everything can go back to normal. Because it can't!"

"I know," she pulled her hands away from mine. "I just miss our friendship, you know? We always were able to talk about anything with each other. And we—"

"Yes, I know. I was part of that friendship, too. But you chose to walk away from it without looking back once. You didn't even have the decency to tell me why!" I began to get very angry. All of my feelings about what had happened had been bottled up inside and they were now coming out. Of course, I shared some things with William, but I never let out my deeper feelings about the situation because I didn't want to scare him off and lose another friend. "I can't even look at you right now. I'm sorry,"

I got up to go to my bedroom, but I felt her hand touch mine, pulling me back into the seat.

"I have to admit something, Mary Lou,"

"What?" I said in an annoyed manner.

"I wasn't upset about the breakup with Adam,"

"Oh, great! So now you're lying to me! Wonderful! Anything else you'd like to share now that we are getting everything out on the table?"

"Mary Lou, stop! I am trying to explain something! Just shut up and listen!"

I rolled my eyes and nodded for her to continue: "I saw your kiss with that guy,"

"His name is William," I said.

"Does it bloody matter?" she screamed.

"Why are you so upset?" I asked. I was so confused; she had been crying over seeing me with William?

"Do you really not understand?" she yelled.

"What are you talking about?" I yelled back.

"I like you!"

"I like you, too, Nora. We obviously both like each other since we've been friends for—,"

"NO! I mean I _like_ you,"

Was she serious? She _liked_ me? What? I let it sink in, and after a couple minutes of silence, it all made sense to me. There were now reason for all of our arguments. How could I have been so oblivious? Probably because that kind of feeling was forbidden. Nobody was supposed to think that way about the same sex. And what a sin that would be to _act_ on those feelings. No. I would not be one of those people.

"I can't do this now," I said, running upstairs before tears came streaming down my face. All I heard was "Mary Lou" as I left Nora alone downstairs. When I got to my bedroom, I closed the door and backed away from it slowly. I went to the opposite side of the room to sit on the chair.

I started whispering to myself: "Mary Louise. Stop crying. Stop it! You shouldn't be upset about anything. You don't like Nora. At all. You are not one of those people. You aren't!"

I kept repeating those exact words for five minutes straight. But why did it seem so painful to say them?


	4. Is My Heart In It?

Nora and Mary Louise: Is My Heart In It?

I stayed in my room over the entirety of the next day. I couldn't risk bumping into Nora after the night before. I was so confused in my thoughts and feelings about what happened. I needed to be by myself to sort everything out. However, that night, as I was about to go to sleep, I heard a knock at the door. I wasn't sure if I should open it as it could be Nora, but I decided to open it regardless.

As the door slowly crept open, I saw Lily's face, allowing me to feel relief.

"Hello," I said, opening the door wider and gesturing her to come in.

Once she entered, we both took a seat on my couch.

"Are you alright?" she said in a concerned voice.

"Yes," I said, confused as to why she would ask that.

"Nora told me what happened,"

I looked away from her as I responded with, "Oh,"

"Look, she is very upset. I think you should both have a discussion about what happened and share your feelings on the situation. You two went from being inseparable one minute to treating each other like ghosts or enemies the next. You can't avoid her forever, so why not just talk to her now so you can go back to being close?"

"Lily, I don't know how to handle this. I don't even know what I would say to her right now. I am so lost," I began to cry: "How did we end up here? I thought everything was fine!"

"Well, I think that if you talk to her, then—"

"No! If I talk to her then things will change. I want to prolong that happening for as long as I possibly can,"

"Mary Louise. Maybe change isn't such a bad thing,"

I looked up at her, her eyes staring at me with a look of warmth and love. Lily always knew what to say in difficult situations to make us feel better. I nodded at her words, finally realizing that avoiding Nora was a petty, childish thing to do. I had to confront her.

…..

It was about eleven o'clock at night, but I couldn't wait until the morning. I barged over to Nora's room across the hall and knocked on her door.

"Nora. It's me, Mary Louise. Can we talk?"

Immediately after I said that, the door opened, but Nora was hiding herself behind it, almost as if she was scared to see me.

I walked inside and heard the door close behind me. Before even taking a seat, I turned around and began the tough conversation: "Nora, I just want things to go back to the way they once were. Don't you miss those times?"

"Do I miss them? Of course. But do I want to go back to them? No,"

"No? What does _that_ mean?"

"Mary Lou," she said, inching closer and grabbing my hands. "I want more than what we were before. Before was amazing. But it was only the start of something even better," she smiled.

I broke my hands out of her grasp: "Are you _ill_? Do you know what people would say if they ever heard you speak like that?"

"Yes, I do. But I don't care anymore! I care about _you_! Don't you care about me?"

"Of course I care about you, Nora. But not like that,"

"I don't believe you!" she cried out, her eyes starting to well up with tears.

"Well I'm sorry if you don't believe me, but that's how I feel!" I screamed.

"But I—"

"Nora, stop it!" I yelled, cutting her off. I didn't want her to say it again. I knew how she felt, but I couldn't accept it. No matter how much my heart was fighting it, I just couldn't.

"This is not right, Nora,"

"I'm glad this happened,"

"You are?" I asked, confused at her change of attitude.

"Yes. Because now I know exactly who you are,"

"And who is that?" I was curious.

"Someone who puts society's perspectives over their own views and feelings. And someone who clearly doesn't care about her supposedly best friend's feelings for that matter,"

"What the hell? I always put your feelings first. It was _you_ who ignored _me_,"

"I ignored you to avoid this!"

"It doesn't matter! You can't just do that! You hurt me so much! Within a matter of hours, I had nobody because you were all I had!"

She looked down, seeming to be embarrassed and regretful: "I'm sorry, Mary Lou,"

I began to feel guilty about yelling at her, but then again, I _did_ only speak the truth about what had occurred. And she needed to be yelled at for what she did; it was a horrible thing to do.

"Look, Nora, I don't want to fight forever. Can we just make up and be friends again? I miss our long talks and—,"

"No," she replied as her beautiful green eyes looked up at me again. "No, we can't. I can't do this anymore,"

Without even noticing, tears began to stream down my face. It couldn't just be over. Our friendship. It meant everything to me. Even though we had been apart for four months, Nora was the person I was closest to. I needed her. It couldn't be done, just like that.

"I won't accept that! I need you!"

"So if you need me, then I should just give in and play the role of your best friend, but when _I_ need _you_, you wouldn't dare even try to—"

"That's not the same thing and you know it,"

"No. What _I_ don't know is why you are lying to yourself. We were together every second of every day for six months and you're telling me that you never felt anything more? There's no way! I _felt_ it! I felt our connection!"

"Nora, I don't—"

"Just look me in the eye and tell me you never felt anything more. Ever. And remember that I _trust_ you," she demanded, her tone becoming less forceful.

I told her before that I didn't feel that way. Why was she asking me again? Regardless, I was going to respond with my same answer as before, but when I opened my mouth to speak, nothing came out. It was pure silence.

"Just say it!" she screamed. "Tell me you don't care for me in that way!"

Nothing.

"Tell me! Tell me! Just say it!" she began to break down in tears and fell to the floor.

I followed her to the ground and brought her into my embrace.

"Nora," I could barely get any words out through my own crying.

We sat on the floor in silence for a half hour. Then, finally, I pushed away from her once I heard her crying come to an end.

I stood up to leave the room after such an emotionally draining conversation.

"Wait," she said in a hush and soothing tone. "Can you please just say it. I need to hear it from you one last time,"

I opened the door, and as I was walking out, I replied with, "I can't,"

I could hear the relief from her exhale of breath.


	5. Making Up

First, I would just like to thank everyone who has followed this story, favorited this story, or has left a comment for me to see. I am so appreciative of the amazing feedback you guys are giving me! I hope you continue to like the ideas I have for this story.

Remember to follow and favorite if you like this! Also, you can leave suggestions in your comments and I'll see if I can incorporate some of your ideas into the story (of course I'll give shout-outs). Thanks so much again!

* * *

><p>Nora and Mary Louise: Making Up<p>

I was in shock. Not only by Nora's words, but also by my feelings when she had said them. I hated myself for that. Why didn't I just say "I don't feel anything for you" when she asked me to? Why was that so hard for me? Something was wrong with me. I stayed awake all night thinking about my feelings. Nora was my best friend, my family. But had I just lost her forever? I think so. Why was that so painful if we had only known each other for six months. It was because our connection was deeper than any other connection I had ever had with anyone else before. But I didn't feel the same way Nora felt. At least that's what I told myself and made myself believe.

The next day, I heard the doorbell ring. I went downstairs, walking slowly to avoid seeing Nora's face. Once I saw that the hallway was clear, I bolted down the steps and opened the door.

"William! Hi. What are you doing here?"

"I wanted to see you, silly," I smiled. He had such a radiant personality and presence that always made me feel comforted and happy.

"Well don't just stand there," I motioned for him to come inside.

"Well aren't you the sweetest," he joked. We both laughed.

We walked into the living room and sat next to each other on one of the couches.

"I feel like I haven't seen you in a while," he said.

"It's only been a couple of days," I responded.

"A couple of days too long," he began to inch towards me until there was no gap between us on the couch. Then, he pulled out a rose that he had been holding.

"I was wondering what that was," I said.

"Well, you can probably guess that it's for you," he took my hand in his and said, "This rose symbolizes our relationship; it's bright and beautiful and, if I hadn't taken it from its roots, still growing,"

I couldn't help but smile. He was always so romantic and gentlemanly-like.

He leaned in for a kiss, but I turned my head quickly, allowing him only to kiss my cheek rather than my lips. It was an immediate reaction; I had no idea why I did it, but I did.

"Is everything alright?"

"There's just been a lot going on around here. It's been a little hectic and stressful," I started to think again about Nora and what had happened. I began to get upset.

"Do you want to talk about it? You know I'm here for you always,"

"Thanks, but I don't think talking about it with you will help the situation,"

"Alright. Just know that if you want to talk, I'm always free,"

I was silent for a moment. Then, he stood up and grabbed my hand.

"Let's go. I know what to do when you're upset!"

"William, no. I'm sorry. I 'm just not in the mood to do much today,"

"Okay. Well then let's go out to lunch,"

"I've lost my appetite,"

He sat back down on the couch.

"Why are you so down, Mary Louise? Just tell me what the problem is and then maybe I can help fix it and then we can go and have fun. And you will be back to normal!"

He was always so cheery and optimistic, but this was not the time for that. It had just recently sunk in that Nora was out of my life as a friend, or as anything for that matter, for good. I was heartbroken. I tried to be happy, but I could only feel sadness bubble up in my heart and veins.

"William, I—" I couldn't hold back the tears any longer.

He wrapped his arms around me as I lay my head on his shoulder.

After a couple of minutes, I was able to regain control of my emotions. I lifted my head up from his shoulder and said, "I'm sorry I am such a mess. I don't want you to see me like this. Maybe today isn't the best day to be together,"

He cupped my cheeks in his smooth hands: "You always look amazing to me. No matter what. You know that,"

He leaned in for another kiss, and this time, I let him kiss me on the lips. As soon as our lips touched, I pulled away. It just didn't feel—

"Mary Lou,"

"Yes?"

"May I tell you something?"

"Why, of course,"

"Well, we've been together for two months now, correct?"

"Yes, I suppose that is so,"

"Well. I—I love you,"

I couldn't move. I was completely and utterly surprised. He _loved_ me? Did I love him back? There were so many feelings and thoughts running through my mind in that moment, and nothing came out of my mouth.

"Sorry, I didn't mean to frighten you with those words, but I needed to tell you,"

"William, sorry, but can you leave? I just need some time to—um—to think,"

"Sure," he said in a frightened tone. He walked out of the house, looking back many times, but I had closed the door and ran upstairs as quickly as I could. I went straight to Nora's room, but then realized before knocking that I couldn't tell her things anymore. I couldn't share any of my experiences with her anymore. I started to tear as I walked back to my own room. On the way, Lily saw me.

"Mary Louise? What's going on? Are you okay?"

I was unable to get words out, so I just shook my head. Nothing was okay.

"Oh, sweetheart," she took my head and made it rest on her shoulder. I wrapped my arms around her as she did the same to me.

"I don't—I don't know what to—to do" I was able to get out through my tears.

She just stroked my hair and rubbed my back, making me calm down. Once I released my hands from around her waist, she did the same.

I took a couple steps back and said, "I am so lost, Lily,"

"No need to be, darling. Come with me,"

She took my hand and guided me to her own room. There, I saw Nora crying on the bed.

"What's going on here?" I said

Nora looked up and saw me, causing her to immediately turn to Lily with a confused expression.

"Girls, you need to sit down and work this out,"

"We've already tried!" I screamed.

"Well clearly not hard enough because you two are still not speaking,"

"Lily, please just—" Lily cut Nora off.

"No. This is unacceptable. I will not have my family be torn apart from within by two stubborn little girls. I will not let you leave this room until you've made up and sorted things out,"

I rolled my eyes.

"Lily, this is pointless. Nothing is going to change,"

I heard Nora whimper. I turned my head to look at her, but she turned her head away from me.

"This is ridiculous. She won't even look at me!" I whispered.

"Well then you have a lot of work to do, don't you?" she whispered back.

"Lily!" I said as my voice started to get a tad louder.

"I can hear you two by the way. You know, vampire hearing and everything,"

"Girls. Fix this," Lily said as she left the room.

I looked at Nora who still wouldn't look me in the eye.

"Why are you _mad _at me? I didn't do anything wrong!"

"I thought about the conversation we had last night, and I realized that even if you did feel something for me, which you won't admit, you would never fully be okay with the idea of it. So I've decided that instead of liking you, I am going to ignore and hate you. It's easier that way,"

"Are you listening to yourself? You are willing to just flip a switch and _hate _me? For no good reason either. I'm sorry I don't feel comfortable with an idea that is forbidden in our society!"

"I understand. But in order to stay sane and move on, I need to hate you. So just be okay with it, please,"

"Nora, no! I will not let you despise me and throw away what we had! Our friendship was—"

"That's just it! It was a friendship that I am not able to get back to! I've already told you that! I can't just be friends again and you know that! Feel free to hate me, too,"

"This is ludicrous. Nora, look at me!" I yelled. Her gaze finally met mine. "I cannot lose yet another person in my life. My entire family already left me, and—"

"Mine did, too, Mary Lou! Mine did, too. And you're not the only one in this; I am losing you as well, you're not just losing me,"

"I know, but—"

"There are no "but"s. You broke my heart and now you're trying to make me feel pity for you. How pathetic,"

My lip quivered. I didn't want to hurt Nora. That was the last thing on Earth I ever wanted to do. But I did. And I wanted to fix it. But she didn't want me to. That's what hurt the most; she didn't want to fix our friendship. She was past that. She wouldn't miss it. She wanted more. But I just—couldn't. I wanted to, but I couldn't.

"I'm sorry I hurt you. I really didn't mean to. I don't want you to be brokenhearted. I want you to be happy! That's all I want for you. So if you need to hate me to be happy, then fine. But I will never hate you, Nora. I could never. Even if I tried with all of my might. You're the closest friend I've ever had in my life, but I don't want our friendship if it will cause you pain,"

I was trying to be civil and do the right thing, but it didn't seem like the right thing. Saying all of that felt wrong. It was a lie. Yes, I wanted her to be happy, but I also wanted to be part of her happiness and her life. I didn't want her to hate me; ever. But once I said it, I knew there was no going back.

Nora started to cry. She got up off of the bed and came towards me. She stared at me for a couple of seconds before pulling me in for a hug. I could feel her tears soaking through my shirt, but I didn't care. I was just glad she was willing to be close to me and hug me again. It felt like old times.

I wrapped my arms around her waist and hers were around my neck.

"I'm so sorry," I whispered into her ear.

"No. I'm sorry," she said into my shoulder.

A few seconds later, Lily reentered the room.

"My babies! I'm so glad you've made up!"

Nora and I exited our embrace, looking at each other with confused expressions. What did this mean? Were we friends again? Was this our goodbye? Did Nora think we were more than we actually were? I had no idea what had just happened, but if it meant we were on speaking terms, I was fine with it.

Lily brought us into a three-way hug: "I'm so happy for you two. I knew this would happen eventually,"

Wait. So Lily thought this meant we were together? Like, _together _together? What? Was I okay with that? It felt so wrong for someone else to be okay with it. What was happening?

Eventually, Malcolm entered and pulled Lily out of our hug.

"Alright Lily that's enough. Now let's leave so the lovebirds are left alone,"

Lovebirds? Had everyone known our situation? And why—

"Mary Lou?" Nora made me lose my train of thought.

She wiped her tears away as she said, "Ugh, I'm a mess. I need to go clean myself up,"

"You are certainly no mess, Nora. You're always so beautiful,"

She looked up, surprised I gave her a compliment. But I used to say that all the time to her; I always complimented her. However, _now_ it had a different meaning for her. _Now_ she could turn anything I say into having a romantic connotation.

She walked towards me again so our faces were not very far apart. I felt extremely uncomfortable, so I started to back away and I turned my head to the side.

"Mary Lou?"

"Look, Nora, my feelings haven't changed,"

"Well, clearly," she said, pointing to my feet, referring to my taking a couple steps backwards.

"Look, I don't want to—"

Suddenly, Nora vampire sped over to me, pressing her lips to mine before I could stop her.

I pushed her away and said, "What are you doing?"

"_Now _tell me you feel nothing,"

"Nora, I—"

Without even listening to the rest of my sentence, she ran out of the room and returned to her own.

I walked towards the window, the sun finally coming out from behind the clouds. I was mad that Nora kissed me, but was I upset with the actual kiss? I didn't even have to think about it; no.


	6. An Awakening

Nora and Mary Louise: An Awakening

It had been a day since the kiss. Right after I woke up, I went to Lily's room. However, instead of finding Lily, I found Julian.

"Oh, hello. Where's Lily?"

"She's gone out for the day. What do you need?"

"Oh, well, I wasted to discuss something with her," I said, unsure of whether or not Julian was aware of the situation like Lily and Malcolm were.

"Mary Louise, come in. And close the door behind you,"

I did as he said and walked further into the room.

"You know—I'd like to tell you a little story,"

"Alright. Go ahead, then,"

He motioned for me to sit down, so I did, but he stayed standing, pacing around the room.

"Before I met Lily, I was out of control. Some would even call me insane. I couldn't stop myself from killing people; it was like a disease. Of course, we still feed on people now, but it was different. I have a choice now—I can control myself if I so choose, just like you, just like Lily, just like you all. Anyway, once I met Lily, she was a little scared of me at first, but we grew to become great friends. I always loved her, but it took her time to feel the same. And when she finally did, everybody she was close to told her to stay away from me—that being with me would be a mistake. Even though she eventually helped me with my problem and changed me for the better, it wasn't a fast process, and I certainly did not change right in the beginning, when she fell in love with me. But, as you can see, she did not, in fact, listen to them—she followed her heart and it all turned out alright. At least I think so," he laughed a little. He stopped his pacing and finally sat down across from me, taking my hands in his: "What I am trying to say, Mary Louise, is that you should follow your heart and you shouldn't care about what others think, because in the end, only you, yourself, will be affected by your decision. And you don't want to have regrets. I mean, look at what Lily would have missed out on," he smiled, which made me smile, too. He had a point.

"That's a lovely story with a lovely message, but it doesn't apply to my situation," I said, finally knowing that he _was_ aware of what happened with me and Nora. You and Lily weren't "forbidden" from being together because of society and its rules; it was only her friends that were against it, which is not as big a deal, no offense,"

I stood up and started for the door as he said, "Just don't come running to me all upset about how Nora moved on and no longer cares for you in that way, and then tell me that you realize that you shouldn't taken a chance on love, but it is too late,"

I turned around and quickly responded with, "I don't love her!"

"Are you trying to convince me or yourself,"

"Oh my goodness. You sound just like Lily. She's the one who would usually say something stupid like that,"

"Mary Louise, relax. And don't insult Lily like that. You know she is only trying to help,"

"Sorry, you're right. But I will not let you tell me how I feel,"

"I am certainly doing no such thing. I am simply telling you that you should be truthful at least to yourself; if you don't feel for Nora in that way at all, then so be it, but if you do and you are just lying to yourself, you are doing yourself an injustice because you will regret losing Nora forever,"

I didn't respond. I just walked out of the room.

…

Besides Nora, Julian was the person I was probably most close to. Not that any of the others were bad to me in any way, but Julian and I understood each other the most. I sometimes acted in childish ways or said sarcastic things that came out as cruel, but Julian never got mad at me for it and he never judged me in any way. Lily had tried to change my ways many times, and Nora even disliked my attitude sometimes, even though our friendship got past it. I guess Julian took the place of my father; he was the knew male figure in my life and I looked up to him. So, when he said what he said to me, I took that to heart and I thought about it long and hard. A couple of hours later, I went back to his room to talk to him again. I needed his help.

….

"Julian?" I said as I knocked on the door.

"Come in, I am just getting changed,"

I entered and saw that he was buttoning up his shirt.

"Are you going somewhere?"

"Yes, in fact, I am. I am taking Lily out tonight. I wanted to do something romantic since it has been a while since I have done something of that sort,"

"Well done," we both laughed a little.

"So what's wrong?"

"You were right, Julian,"

"Sorry what was that? I couldn't hear you,"

"Oh, shut up. You heard me. You were right, okay!"

"Alright, alright. No need to shout it," he replied. I smiled.

"Look, I just don't know what to do. Maybe I do feel something, but I shouldn't!" my smile faded as I began to think again about the topic at hand—my feelings for Nora.

"Mary Louise, I can't tell you what to do. It is a decision that _you_ must make because it is _you _who will have to live with it for the rest of your life. But, I don't want to see you upset and confused. So, I will tell you what _I _would do in your situation, even though I will never be in this kind of situation,"

I nodded, wanting him to continue.

"As you know, I am a man who doesn't hold back. If I want something, I take it. So, if I were in your situation, society and rules would never stop me. In fact, I would never even take them into consideration. However, you, my dear, are different than I. You are more reserved and you care about what other people think. And that is not a bad thing, but it makes this decision more difficult for you. So, my suggestion for you is to tell Nora how you feel and be happy with her, but you don't have to act that way in public. Save your feelings and thoughts about each other for when you are at home, where everyone around you accepts you both. No need to share your secret with the world,"

His words made me feel better. He always knew what to say, no matter the situation.

I didn't even respond to him, I just ran and hugged him. He placed his hand on the back of my head, pulling me in so my head rested on his chest.

"You know that you're family will always stand by you and support you, right?"

I nodded my head in response, unable to say any words as I tried to hide the fact that I started to tear. However, as always, Julian knew exactly what I was feeling.

"Don't cry, Mary Louise," he said as he pulled out of the hug, still rubbing his fingers through my hair.

"I'm not," I replied, wiping my tears from my face. "Here, let me help you,"

I tied his tie for him; I knew he always had trouble with that.

"Thank you. You know how much I hate ties,"

"Yes, yes. They make you feel confined and you hate being like everyone else,"

"How do you know me so well?" we both smiled.

"Well, have fun tonight,"

"I will,"

I walked over to the door and opened it. Right before I exited, I whispered, "Thank you,". Then, I walked out. I waited for everyone to leave the house before I confronted Nora. I was surprised she hadn't tried to talk to me already, but I wasn't concerned. I knew she felt something for me, and I knew now that I did for her as well.

About an hour later, everyone had gone out for the night. I immediately walked over to Nora's room and knocked on the door.

"Who is it?"

"It's me. Mary Louise. Everyone else left,"

All I heard was silence. She wasn't coming to open the door.

"Nora, please open up; I need to speak with you,"

After a couple of long seconds, she opened the door, but she stood between the door and the wall, blocking my way in.

"Are you going to let me in?" I asked with a nervous laugh.

"That depends. Are you here to break my heart yet again? Are you here to tell me that you just want to be friends? I know how you love to play with my emotions,"

"Nora, stop," I said, rolling my eyes. "Just let me in,"

"Fine," she opened the door wider and moved out of the way to allow me to enter.

"I just need to say one thing without you interrupting,"

She placed her arms on her hips: "Okay, fine. Go ahead,"

"I spoke with Julian today and I have come to a conclusion. I _do_ feel something for you. I didn't necessarily want to believe it, but Julian allowed me to see that—"

"So you listen to Julian but not _me_? I thought _I _was supposed to be—"

"I thought I said no interrupting! Just be quiet for a minute, would you?"

She gestured for me to go on.

"Julian told me that I would regret not being with you and I would regret covering up my feelings just because I care about what society thinks of me. At first, I thought he was crazy for saying that and that that would never happen to me, but once I started to really think about what life could turn into in five—ten years, I saw that I could lose you forever. And when I thought about you moving on with someone else, I started to feel things I never felt before. Anyway, my point is, I needed to tell you that. I hope it's not too late," I looked down at the floor, unable to make myself look at her reaction as I was scared of what it would be.

"Look at me,"

I didn't move: "Mary Lou, look at me!"

I lifted my head up and met her gaze. I saw that she had come closer to me.

"You never explicitly said how you feel,"

"Nora, you know—"

"Tell me. Say it out loud. How do you feel?"

"I care for you. Isn't that obvious?"

"So, that's it? You just _care _for me? Well, I _care_ for Lily. I _care_ for Julian. I _care_ for—"

"Alright, alright. I _like _you! Okay? I like you a lot,"

She smiled: "Is that enough for you?" I said sarcastically.

She didn't respond by saying anything; her smile only got bigger and she continued to inch towards me. Eventually, she came so close that our bodies were touching. I made myself be okay with it.

She took my right hand and interlocked her fingers with mine. Then, she looked back up at me, her beautiful green eyes staring directly into mine.

"Yes. That's enough,"

I couldn't help but smile. Nora's presence always made me happy, but the thing that made me most happy was that she was smiling; when she was happy, I was happy.

Then, she started to lean in for a kiss. My heart beat picked up its speed and I began to get very nervous. Our last kiss was something I couldn't stop because it came out of nowhere and it happened so fast, but this time, I was _choosing_ to allow her lips to meet mine. However, I just thought about my feelings for Nora; now that they had surfaced, I was able to overcome my fears, allowing me to lean in as well, and kiss her the same way she kissed me. It was unlike anything I had ever felt. There were sparks; I never wanted that kiss to end. Her lips were so soft and sweet and irresistible. She started to pull away, but I quickly put my arms around her waist, pulling her back in for another. I could feel her smile when I did that, and she kissed me right back. She placed her right hand on the side of my face, cupping my cheek, and she placed her left hand on my back. Everything about that moment felt right. That was one of the best days of my life; that is the day our love story began. However, there were many obstacles to come that would test our relationship…

* * *

><p>Thanks again to everyone who has read this! I appreciate all of your comments—I plan on making this a very long story, so I hope you continue to follow it. I know my updates have been very quick, but I will probably not get around to another chapter for another 2 weeks because I will be traveling; just wanted to let you guys know. I hope you like where this is going! Thanks again!<p> 


	7. Confession

Hey everyone! I know I said it would be more like 2 weeks until my next update, but I found some spare time to write this! I hope you enjoy!

* * *

><p>Nora and Mary Louise: Confession<p>

For the first few weeks after our kiss, everything was amazing—perfect. It all went back to the way things were before—when we were friends—except for the fact that now there was also a romantic aspect to our relationship. We would talk to each other about anything, we would have romantic moments, and we would also be together every single day, doing everything together. It all seemed so surreal, but I would not have traded it for the world.

….

One sunny day, Nora asked to go to the park; the park where we would always go for a stroll together. That was her favorite thing to do, especially on a sunny day; she loved the way the sun felt on her face, and I loved looking at her when she was happy and content, so it was always a win-win situation.

Once we arrived, we began walking and Nora said, "Mare, I want to tell you something,"

She stopped me in my tracks and turned to face me: "I am really happy. Happier than I have ever been,"

I smiled and laughed.

"Why are you laughing?"

"I can't help it. You are so beautiful and amazing in every way. I couldn't be happier either," she smiled right back at me and laughed out of relief.

Nora took my hand in hers, but I quickly ripped it away. She looked hurt at first, but then she realized we were in public and couldn't show affection towards one another.

"Sorry, I forgot," she said.

I got a little frightened as I still was trying to ease into this whole new chapter of my life: "Just be more careful and aware. We can hold hands at home,"

"I know. It's just annoying that I can't show everyone how I feel about you,"

I didn't respond.

We continued to walk when, suddenly, I heard someone call my name.

"Mary Lou! Mary Lou! Behind you!"

I turned around only to find William running towards me.

"Where have you been? I have gone to your house every day but they always say you aren't home. Have you been avoiding me?"

I looked at Nora, unaware of what to do. Then, I returned my gaze to William.

"No, William. Of course I haven't been ignoring you. I have just been really busy and have been out of the house a lot as you can see I am right now,"

"Well, we need to talk. It's been weeks since I told you that I love you and you—"

"William, stop," I cut him off too late; Nora had already heard the three words that I never wanted her to hear come out of William's mouth.

I couldn't even look at Nora as I was afraid of what she was thinking and what her reaction to hearing that would be.

"William, we are over. I don't feel the same way you do. I'm so sorry. You are such an amazing guy, but I think we'd be better off as just friends. My heart is just not in it,"

An expression of complete sadness and disappointment appeared on his face. I felt bad for how that came out, but it had to be done despite the harshness. I was with Nora now, and I couldn't act like I cared for him especially when she was standing right there.

"It's over? Fine—I mean—it's not fine—it's—I don't even know what to think right now, I—I"

He stopped in the middle of his sentence and then he walked away from me. I tried to avoid looking at Nora, but once she started talking, I had to turn towards her.

"Mary Lou, what did he just say to you?"

"Nothing, it doesn't mean anything, he just—"

"Of course it means something! He's told you he _loves _you? And you didn't break up with him already?" I could see the anger bubbling up inside of her.

"Let's not make this a big deal. Didn't you hear me tell him I don't feel anything for him? So everything is okay. And no, I didn't break up with him before, but I haven't seen him since—"

"Nothing is okay about this. I can't believe you didn't tell me that! And I can't believe you cheated on him; with _me_! Oh my god, I'm like your mistress. I—" she started to pace around nervously.

"Nora, stop it!" I said as I placed my arms on her shoulders to try and calm her down. "It is not as bad as you're making it out to be. William and I were never going to work out because deep down I knew that I had feelings for _you_! And _that_ should mean more than some stupid little thing he said to me, because I don't feel that way about him! I feel that way about you!"

Right when I said that, I wanted so desperately to take those words back. I didn't mean that I _loved_ her. I meant that I cared for her deeply and didn't care for William in that same way. But it was too late; I already said it and she already heard it.

She looked up with a confused expression: "You—you feel that way about me?"

"Um—no. That's not what I meant. We aren't there yet. Yeah—no. I meant that I care for you and not for him. I—um—" I didn't know what else to say.

"Oh, right. Yeah—no. We—um—we aren't there yet, I guess. I mean, I know—I know we aren't there yet,"

"Right," I said. I tried to change the topic back to the problem at hand. "So, anyway, you aren't mad about William anymore?"

"Um—I mean, I'm still upset you didn't break up with him beforehand, but I guess I can get over that,"

Even though she responded to my question, it didn't seem like she was really focussed on that. Something else was on her mind, and I hoped it wasn't what I had mistakenly and stupidly said.

….

That night, Nora and I were sitting at the dining room table, eating dinner. It was Thursday, and every Thursday we would ask the rest of the family to leave the house for that evening so that Nora and I could have a romantic dinner.

My hand was resting on the table. Usually, she would cover my hand with hers and then we would smiled at each other and I would bring my other hand over to cover hers. However, she didn't do that this time. Not only did she stay still and not move her hand, but she didn't even move her head to look at me the entire night.

"Nora? What's the matter?"

"Oh, it's nothing," she said. It was as if she was day dreaming about something and my sudden question pulled her out of her still state.

"Are you sure?"

"Yes, yes. Of course," she smiled, but I knew it was fake.

"Nora, by now you should know that I know you extremely well, meaning I know when you are lying and when you are fake smiling. Talk to me,"

She finally lifted her head to look at me.

"I was just thinking about today,"

"I thought you were okay with the fact that I didn't break up with—"

"No, not that,"

I suddenly realized what she was talking about. I guess she hadn't forgotten.

"Oh,"

"I know you didn't mean it in that way, but I just got to thinking—I don't know,"

"Go on,"

"Well—I don't know. I just started thinking about how amazing these last few weeks have been and what our future could bring. And then I started to think that maybe I do feel—"

"Nora, stop. I thought we said we weren't there yet,"

"I know, but maybe—"

"We like each other. A lot. And that's enough. At least for right now. Look, we just started officially being together, and—"

"I know that! It's just that we have known each other for so much longer than a few weeks and _I _have known that I like you a lot longer than _you_ have known that you like me. So, my feelings might be growing faster,"

"Nora— I just don't want to rush anything. Everything has been so amazing and I just don't want to risk losing you by moving too fast. I think we should just enjoy being together for a little while,"

Nora reluctantly nodded her head, but I just wanted to leave that topic, so I didn't continue that conversation.

….

The next couple of months passed relatively quickly. My relationship with Nora was growing more and more every single day. After the awkward conversation that night, there was something that felt a little off, but I assumed it was nothing and I let it go. But besides that, we always had the best time with each other. I was really happy, and it seemed like she was really happy as well.

….

One night, as I was about to go to sleep, I heard Nora whisper through my door, "Mare? Are you awake?"

I walked over to the door and opened it.

"Is something wrong?"

"No. Can I just come in for a minute?"

"Of course,"

Once she entered, she sat down on my bed and pulled the covers over her.

"What are you doing?" I asked. Nora had never been in my bed since—

"What? I've slept in your bed before, haven't I?"

"Yes, but not when we were—you know—together,"

"So?"

"_So_ this is different,"

"So you don't want me sleeping in here with you?"

I wanted to say "no" because it felt a little weird, but I didn't want to upset her or get into a fight, so instead, I responded with, "Yes, I do,".

"Good," she smiled. She motioned for me to come into the bed, and I slowly walked over. Once I sat down on the bed, she brought me closer to her and pulled the covers over me as well.

"Alright let's go to bed," I said.

I moved all the way to one side, trying to get as far away from her as possible, and I turned my body to face the opposite direction.

"Are you really that tired?"

"Yes. Now let's sleep,"

I felt Nora place her hand on my back.

"Mare, please turn around,"

I did.

"What's going on here?" she asked.

"Nothing. It's just our family is sleeping in the other room,"

"And that's why you will barely look at me?"

"Alright, fine. No, it's not. I just don't feel comfortable with this, okay? Can you respect that?"

"I just don't feel like you are really in this relationship,"

"What is _that_ supposed to mean?"

"It means exactly what it sounds like,"

I sat up, realizing this was going to be a longer conversation than I expected.

"What the _hell_, Nora? I am _trying_, okay? I really am! But you are not giving me the time I need to adjust to this. You seem to be _completely_ alright with this change, but this is _so_ new to me and I want to be where you are in accepting this fully, but I'm just not. So please, just—just stop pushing me all the time,"

"Pushing you? You think I'm pushing you?"

"All you ever do is push me! You want me to say that I love you, you want me to go further than I feel comfortable with. Oh, and you always try to sneakily hold my hand in public when you know that I am _so_ not okay with that, like the other day when we were in that shop,"

"Well what am I supposed to do when the woman I love is doing everything she can to get out of this?"

"I am _not_ trying to get out of this! Nora, I—" I stopped in the middle of my sentence once everything she said registered in my brain. Did she just say that she loves me? No. Maybe I heard that wrong. But it seemed real. I was so confused and unsure about what to say next.

"Mare, did you just hear what I said? I said that I _love_ you and you just completely ignored it. You never want to confront the problems we face or the differences we have or feel. I don't know if I can wait for you to catch up,"

"What are you talking about? You don't know if you can wait?"

I saw tears form in her eyes.

"It's been killing me inside and you haven't even noticed. You probably think that for the past couple of months I have been extremely happy, when in reality you are blind to the fact that I have been miserable as I know that you don't feel the same way about me as I do about you,"

"Okay, let's just slow down here. You know how much I care for you so don't even try to play that card. And if you really care for me the way you say you do, then you would be more than willing to wait until I get to the point where I am completely comfortable with this change. But you aren't!"

"Well I am sorry I love you too much to—"

"Stop saying that!"

"Why? Because it makes you feel guilty since you know you'll never love me?"

"Stop making silly assumptions! I'm tired of you—"

"Oh, great. You are tired of me!"

"Stop it! You didn't let me finish!"

There was silence for a couple of moments. Then, without even thinking about what I was saying, I continued with, "I can't keep being with you if you are going to hold my uncomfortableness about some things against me. You know that I have been trying, but you clearly don't even care—you don't care about me,"

I didn't mean what I said. Of course I knew Nora cared for me, and I still wanted to be together, but the words came out too fast for my brain to realize what I was really saying and stop them.

"Wow. So you think I don't care about you and you don't want to be with me anymore? You have probably felt that way this entire time but were too much of a coward to tell me!"

"You know that's not true. Nora, I'm sorry—I didn't mean that. I'm just a little angry that you would think—"

"No. I am glad you said what you said,"

"What?"

"I know how you really feel now. And I can't be in a relationship with someone who thinks that _I_ don't care for them when in reality I care for _them_ one hundred times more than they care for _me_!"

I started to cry. So did she.

"Nora, please. I _do _care for you,"

"Tell me you love me, then,"

"That's asking too much of me, and you know that,"

"Well that's the thing. It _shouldn__'__t_ be asking too much of you because your feelings _should _be there. We've been together for months and you don't even want to go farther than a kiss!"

"Why isn't what we have right now enough for you? Why do you want to rush everything? Can't we just enjoy each other?"

"I can't help how I feel!"

"Neither can I!"

"Maybe we should have never done this. We clearly are too different and are at different places,"

"Stop! Don't say that. Look, we can work through this. This is just a bump in the road; we can fix this," After a moment of silence, I continued: "Right?"

Nora didn't say anything, but she didn't have to. I knew exactly what she was thinking based on her facial expression. She got up from the bed, wiping her tears away, and left my room. We were over in her mind, but I wasn't going to let that be the end.

….

For the next couple of days, Nora was nowhere to be found. Lily told me she didn't know where she was either, but I knew she was lying to me to protect Nora's wishes. Eventually, I got Julian to give in and tell me. She was staying at Adam's house. I immediately ran out of the house and headed for his house. Going back there, trying to get Nora back; it all seemed like déjà vu.

Once I got there, I pounded on the door and started screaming her name.

"Nora! Come out here! We need to talk! Nora!"

After a couple of minutes of screaming with no response, Adam finally came to open the door.

"Where is Nora?"

"She is upstairs. But she doesn't wish to speak with you. I suggest you just leave rather than make her more upset,"

"Get out of my way," I said with anger building inside me. "I need to speak with her,"

"Mary Louise, stop. She doesn't want to see you. I have no idea what happened between you both, but I suggest you just leave and let her move on from whatever horrible thing has occurred. She's extremely upset with you. And I will not let you pass through here because I want to protect her and give her what she wants, which just so happens to not be you,"

I wanted to throw him across the room, but I knew better than to start a fight with him. I didn't want Nora to become even more upset with me.

"Why is she here anyway?" I asked. "I thought you broke up with her and she despises you now,"

"What are you talking about? Is that what she told you? No. She broke up with me, saying that she met somebody else. But she came back here a couple of days ago and told me she wants to be together again, and she wants to move in with me. I don't know what happened over at your house or with that other boy, but whatever it was, it helped me big time. I care for Nora and I will protect her from what hurts her,"

"You two are—back together? Are you sure you didn't misunderstand her reason for coming here?"

"Trust me, she made her desires very clear," he smiled.

I was furious. Why would Nora do such a thing? I was beyond perplexed. Now I _had_ to see her to discuss this with her.

"Adam, get out of my way right now or you'll regret it,"

"As I told you, I am not moving; I am going to stay right—" I pushed him aside, trying not to hurt him too much, and I sped upstairs. Nora was in the first room I looked in; she was sitting near the window, looking outside. She always looked so perfect.

"Nora," I said.

She quickly turned around, surprised to see me. I guess she hadn't heard the altercation downstairs.

"What are you doing here? Where is Adam? He was supposed to keep you—"

"Yes, yes. I know, I know. He was supposed to keep me out. Thanks by the way, I really do appreciate that,"

She rolled her eyes at my sarcasm: "Why are you here, Mary Louise?" she said with little energy. "I have nothing more left in me to be able to continue fighting with you, so if that's why you are here, please just spare me the—"

"Stop it. Of course I didn't just come here to fight with you. I miss you,"

She shook her head: "No. It's over. I just can't do this to myself anymore. I am trying to move on,"

"Clearly. It took you about thirty seconds to move on—with Adam of all people. Oh, and he told me that you broke up with him, not the other way around, so that was nice to learn that you lied to me. So much for me feeling guilty about William,"

"Alright I am truly sorry about that. Yes, I lied. But William was different—I broke up with Adam before anything happened with you. And besides, I thought you didn't come here to fight,"

"You're right. I'm not. Nora, please. Give me another chance. I will try harder than before,"

"You shouldn't have to be trying,"

"Oh, shut up with all of that nonsense,"

"It's not nonsense! And you know it!"

I knew she was right, but I _did_ care for her more than I had ever cared for anyone else in my life. And I wanted to express that to her, but I didn't know how. All she wanted was for me to say I love her, but why couldn't anything else be enough?

"Nora, I'm sorry!" Adam screamed as he ran up the stairs. When he entered the room, he said, "I tried to—"

"It's fine, Adam. Mary Louise was just leaving," she gave me a look.

"Actually, I wasn't. I was planning on staying a little longer," I turned from Nora to Adam, and then back to Nora: "Would you like to explain to me why you are with him? He's short, he's weak, he's—"

"Oh, and you are so much better? You are a liar, you don't care about my feelings, you—"

"Alright, that's enough," Adam said.

"Oh, how noble you are, trying to keep the peace," I said.

"What happened with you two?" he asked, ignoring my comment.

"It's not important," Nora and I said at the same time. We both looked at each other; we didn't want Adam to find out about us. Nora probably wouldn't mind, but she knew I did; it was nice to see her supporting my wishes even when we disagreed and had issues to work through.

"It's nothing," Nora said. "Adam, can you just give us a minute?"

"Sure, darling," he said before leaving the room.

"Why do I seem to hate a guy that I used to be friends with?"

"Well, it's a mystery to me, because he's a great guy. He treats me well and he really does care for me,"

"Nora, this is ridiculous. I care for you way more than anyone else possibly could. Are you trying to make me jealous or something?"

"So everything has to be about you?"

"That's not what I'm saying. Stop twisting my words!"

"So if I _were_ trying to make you jealous, would it be working?"

I smiled, relieved that it seemed like she didn't, in fact, really want to be with Adam and it was all just to make me jealous. I actually found it kind of cute.

"Nora, I adore you. And you know that. And don't tell me I feel otherwise, because I know how I feel. I can't stand to be without you for another moment. Please, just come back to me," I walked over to the window where Nora still was. She was sitting down, so I knelt down on my knees to be more level with her. I reached for her hand, and she didn't pull away—always a good sign in my book.

"Mare, you know how deep my feelings are for you. I _want _to be with you, but I'm afraid of getting hurt in the long run—afraid that you might not love me—ever,"

"That is ludicrous. That would never happen. You are too adorable," we both smiled and I cupped her cheek with my other hand. "It's just taking me more time than you'd like—hell, more time than _I__'__d_ like. But I promise you I will get there. And I swear I will never leave you. And anyway, how could I? I would be foolish to leave such an amazing woman,"

She laughed: "I love you so much,"

Nora saying she loved me now felt great rather than a burden on me. I could enjoy her expression of her feelings for me now rather than dread the fight that I knew would come. My smile grew even wider. Nora and I were reunited and it felt amazing. I knew I wouldn't make a mistake this time. And even though I didn't say that I loved her, it wasn't long before I did…


	8. Love From Misfortune
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><p>Nora and Mary Louise: Love From Misfortune<p>

I will never forget the day Nora became ill. It had been about a month since Nora and I worked things out. I was sitting on the couch, reading a book, when Nora came running down the stairs.

"Mary Lou! Mary Lou!"

"What is it?" I asked as I looked up from my book.

"What's happening to me?"

Suddenly, she started coughing—it was a harsh and loud coughing sound. And then, I saw blood squirt out of her mouth.

I stood up immediately and sped over to her. I picked my finger up and swiped it across her mouth, getting a drop of the blood on my finger.

"Is this really blood? Did you just cough up _blood_?"

"What's wrong with me?" she asked me nervously.

"Nothing, Nora. Nothing is wrong with you. Come with me; we will figure this out,"

I tried to keep calm, but my heart was racing; I had no idea what was happening. I brought her straight to Lily and Julian.

"Lily! Look at this," I showed her the blood that Nora coughed up. "What is this? Why is this happening?"

Lily and Julian looked at each other with nervous expressions. It seemed like they knew something.

"What do you know that we don't?"

Silence.

"Spit it out!" I demanded.

"Alright, alright," Lily replied. "Take a seat,"

Nora and I sat down on the bed while Lily and Julian remained standing.

"Nora, you have a—" she looked at Julian for support; it was as if she was afraid to tell us what was going on.

"Nora has a disease," Julian continued.

"Okay," I said nervously. "So how do we fix it?"

They glanced at each other.

"There is no cure, my darlings," replied Lily. She walked over to us and kneeled down in front of Nora. She stroked her hair and I saw tears form in both Lily as well as Nora's eyes.

"I'm so sorry, Nora,"

"Stop it! Don't say a goodbye speech. This is not the end! Nora, come. _I_ am going to help you if nobody else will try,"

I got up, expecting Nora to follow, but when I turned back, I saw Nora collapse onto the floor. She had fainted. I ran over to her, picked her up, brought her downstairs, placed her on the couch, and got some ice to put on her head.

About an hour later, she woke up.

"Mary Lou? What happened?"

"Nothing," I said as I caressed her face. "Don't you worry about anything. I am going to find a cure to whatever this sickness is,"

….

She became more ill within the next three days. She started to lose her appetite, she began to get night sweats, she would constantly get chest pains from coughing so much, and she developed a fever. I was extremely scared; I had no idea how to heal her. I tried every spell I knew, and I asked everyone in the entire town if they knew anything about curing this illness, but nothing worked—I got nowhere. I started to panic, thinking that Nora was slipping away from me; I would not be able to live with myself if she died. I had to save her.

One day, I asked the entire family to leave us alone for about an hour; they complied and left the house.

I walked over to the couch which is where she had been lying down for the past three days; she was so tired she could barely get up.

"Nora, my angel. How are you feeling?"

"I'm feeling fine. I've felt better," she said, laughing. I admired her ability to continue to be cheerful even when she felt horrible.

"Are you comfortable? Do you need another pillow? Or a blanket? I know you love to sleep with many pillows and blankets. I'll go grab some,"

I felt her hand grab mine before I could run upstairs.

"Stay with me,"

"I will only be a second," I reassured her. I turned to go upstairs again, but her grip on my hand tightened.

"Please just sit here with me for a moment,"

"Alright. Whatever you would like,"

I brought a chair over so I was sitting next to her.

"What's wrong?"

She laughed.

"Why are you laughing?"

"Mare," she said, her facial expression quickly turning from a smile to a frown. "I'm dying,"

"Why would you say that? Of course you are not dying!"

She took my hand and placed it in hers: "We both know it. And—" her coughing interrupted her sentence. Then, blood spurted out of her mouth. I was going to get up to grab something to clean up the mess, but she wouldn't let me leave her sight.

Tears formed in my eyes: "Nora,"

"Don't cry. Let's just enjoy my last moments. There's nowhere I would rather be but here—with you," she said, her voice getting weaker and weaker with every word.

"No. Stop. Don't leave me. Please, don't leave me! I can't even imagine my life without you! I don't _want_ to imagine it without you! You cannot give up. I won't let you!"

"Mare, I love you. You know that. And I will always be here with you; maybe not in my body, but I will be here in spirit,"

"That's not the same and you know it. I can't live without you, Nora,"

I got up from the chair and started to pace around the room: "How have my spells not worked? I tried every single possible thing and not one has even come close to healing you. Why can't I save you? I _need_ you to live! I'm so sorry I have failed you,"

"Mare, stop. If you say you tried everything you possible could, then I believe you. I trust you more than anyone in this world. This is not your fault,"

Sweat started to form on her forehead.

"Are you alright?" I asked, placing my head on her face.

"I'm fine. I feel fine. Don't worry,"

I knew she was lying to me. She looked like she was in a world of pain. I couldn't hold back the tears anymore; I tried for Nora but I just couldn't. My emotions were too strong.

I sat back down and grabbed Nora's hand, but, suddenly, her hand slipped out of mine. She was becoming ten times weaker every minute.

"Nora?"

No answer.

"Nora!" I screamed at the top of my lungs. "Please don't leave me. I _need_ you. I _love_ you! Nora! Come back to me! Nora!"

She had passed out, and I knew she was going to die within minutes. Suddenly, I realized something. I was a siphoner, and I hadn't even tried to siphon this illness out of her!

"I am so stupid," I whispered to myself. "Please work. Please, G-d, let this work,"

I placed my hands on her arms and squeezed them tightly. My body was shaking because I knew this was the last chance I had at saving her.

A couple of seconds later, I heard a gasp come from Nora's mouth. I was beyond relieved. The siphoning worked!

"What happened?" she said, sounding like her normal self.

"You're okay!" I brought her into a tight embrace.

She wrapped her arms around me as well: "You saved me. Thank you,"

"No, thank _you_ for not dying!"

We both laughed.

"I don't know how I could've moved on," I said, becoming a little choked up since I was so happy.

"Mare, everything is alright now. It's okay," she stroked her hands through my hair. "We don't need to think about what could've been now,"

"You're right, my love,"

She pushed me away, exiting the embrace.

"What did you just say?"

I smiled: "I said, 'You're right, my love,'"

She had a confused look on her face.

"I love you, Nora,"

She looked away as if she was upset.

"I thought you would've been more ecstatic to hear that,"

"You're only saying that because I almost died. You don't really mean it,"

"Nora? Are you crazy? Of course I mean it! Although it took this horrible thing for me to realize it, I know now that I cannot even comprehend a life without you—a day without you. I love you!"

My smile grew even larger than before, and she smiled at me in return.

"I love you so much," she replied.

"I love you more, my love,"

"My love. Hm. Where did you come up with that?"

"I just naturally said it. Why? Do you hate it?"

"No, I actually kind of enjoy it. No—I don't enjoy it—I love it,"

We both laughed.

"Come here," I said. She brought her head closer to mine, and then I wrapped my arms around her neck as we entered into a kiss. It was a long and passionate kiss; now that we _both_ made our love for each other known, our kiss felt stronger—our connection felt stronger. I knew that from then on, our relationship would only grow. And even though we would have some bumps in the road, I always knew we would work through them—because we loved each other.


End file.
